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material laws, and seems to come and go with a
whimsical determination of its own. When it
is with me, nothing can banish it ; it pulls insis-
tently at my elbow ; it diverts my attention in
the midst of the gravest business ; and, on the
other hand, no extremity of sorrow or gloom can
suspend it. I have stood beside the grave of one
I loved, with the shadow of urgent business, of
hard detailed arrangements of a practical kind,
hanging over me, with the light gone out of life,
and the prospect unutterably dreary ; and yet the
strange spirit has been with me, so that a strain
of music should have power to affect me to tears,
and the delicate petals of the very funeral wreaths
should draw me into a rapturous contemplation of
their fresh curves, their lovely intricacy, their pene-
trating fragrance. In such a moment one could
find it in one's heart to believe that some ethereal
soulless creature, like Ariel of the " Tempest," was
floating at one's side, directing one's attention, like
a petulant child, to the things that touched its
light-hearted fancy, and constraining one into an
unsought enjoyment.
Neither does it seem to be an intellectual process ;
because it comes in the same self-willed way, alike
when one's mind is deeply engrossed in congenial